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Erewhile, my children, were your father out,
There was a merriment at hia return;
For still, on coming homo, ho brought yon somewhat,
Might "be an Alpine flower, rare bird, or elf-bolt,
Such as the wand'rer finds upon the mountains:
Now he is gone in quest of other spoil.
On the wild way he site with, thoughts of murder:
7T is for his enemy's life he lies In wait.
And yet on yon, dear children, you alone
He thinks as then : for your sake is he here;
To guard you from the Tyrant's vengeful mood,
He bends his peaceful bow for work of blood.            [Rises.

No common game 1 watch for.   Does the hunter
Think it nought to roam the livelong day,
In winter's cold, to risk the desp'ruto leap
From crag to crag, to climb the alipp'ry face
0; tn' dizzy steep, gluing his steps in 7s blood j
And all to catch a pitiful chamois f
Here is a richer prize afield: the heart
Of my sworn enemy, that would destroy ma.

[A sound of gay music is heard in the (Kstmce; it
approaches*

All my days, the bow has been my comrade,
I have trained myself to archery; oft
Have I took the -bull's-eye, many a prize
Brought home from merry shooting; but to-day
I will perform my master* feat, and win me
The best prize in the circuit of the hills.

[A weddmg company crosses the scene, and mounts up
through the Pass.   Tell loofe at themj Ummg on his
'bow ; Stussi the Forester joins him.
STtJssi.   7T is Klostenney'r of Morllschaohen holds
His bridal feast to-day : a wealthy man ;
Has half a score of glens i? th' Alps.   They' re going
To fetch the bride from Imisee; to-night
There will be mirth and wassail down at Ktenacht,
Come you 1   All honest people are invited*

. A serious guest befits not bridal feasts.

If sorrow press you, dash it from your heart!